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CHAPTER IX.
ONE circumstance alone cast a gloom over this happj family, and that was the approaching departure of Captain Cadurcis for England. This had been often postponed, but it could be postponed no longer. Not even the entreaties of those kind friends could any longer prevent what was inevitable. The kind heart, the sweet temper, and the lively and compan-ionable qualities of Captain Cadurcis, had endeared him to everyone ; all felt that his departure would occasion a blank in their life, impossible to be supplied. It reminded the Herberts also painfully of their own situation, in regard to their native country, which they were ever unwilling to dwell upon. George talked of returning to them, but the prospect was necessarily vague; they felt that it was only one of those fanciful visions with which an affectionate spirit attempts to soothe the pang of separation. His position, his duties, all the projects of his life, bound him to England, from which, indeed, he had been too long absent. It was selfish to wish that, for their sakes, he should sink down into a mere idler in Italy; and yet, when they recollected how little his future life could be connected with their own, everyone felt dispirited.
* I shall not go boating to-day/ said George to Venetia; ' it is my last day. Mr. Herbert and Plantagenet talk of going to Lavenza; let us take a stroll together/
Nothing can be refused to those we love on the last day, and Venetia immediately acceded to his request. In the course of the morning, therefore, herself and George quitted the valley, in the direction of the coast towards Genoa. Many a white sail glittered on the blue waters ; it was a lively and cheering scene; but both Venetia and her companion were depressed.
*I ought to be happy/ said George, and sighed. 'The fondest wish of my heart is attained. You remember our